HAROLD    MONEO

Our common purpose made us all like friends.

How suddenly it ends !

A nod, a murmur, or a little smile,

Or often nothing, and away we file.

I hate to leave you, comrades.   I will stay

To watch you drift apart and pass away.

It seems impossible to go and meet

All those strange eyes of people in the street.

But, like some proud unconscious god, the train

Gathers us up and scatters us again.

SOLITUDE
WHEN you have tidied all things for the night,
And while your thoughts are fading to their sleep,
You'll pause a moment in the late firelight,
Too sorrowful to weep.
The large and gentle furniture has stood
In sympathetic silence all the day
With that old kindness of domestic wood;
Nevertheless the haunted room will say:
" Some one must be away."
The little dog rolls over half awake,
Stretches his paws, yawns, looking up at you,
Wags his tail very slightly for your sake,
That you may feel he is unhappy too.
A distant engine whistles, or the floor
Creaks, or the wandering night-wind bangs a <Joor
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